82                             CHANDRA.
Then in the spacious palace hall, amidst Her faithful men, the noble queen sat veiled With Timmaraj, long absent from the throne, And spake to Bukka, standing in the front With folded hands, in angry words like these : ti gy  treachery thrice  thou triedst to win,  and
thrice
Hast failed, and, when my noble Timmaraj Went singly forth to bring the maddened beast, Concealed thou didst aim at his life and failed. The hand of Gocl had otherwise decreed. And when upon the bridal seat we sat, And all were merry in my father's home, Thou earnest with a story, false and base, And for our lives we had to flee, and now Are strangers here, and when upon thy steed Unjustly thou pursuedst us both, it was My hand that stayed my husband killing thee, Else long ago the worms had eaten thee j Thy bones the jackals of the earth had tak'n ; And nothing left of thee but thine own sins. It was thy charger innocent that paid For them the penalty instead.    Once more You came, and, like a lawless thief concealed,